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OF MEXICO'S NORTHERN MOUNTAINS 



FREELY TRANSLATED, THE TITLE OF THIS INDIAN TRIBE MEANS "FOOT RUNNER" OVER TERRAIN 
AND DISTANCES THAT WOULD KILL A HORSE, AT ALTITUDES WHERE MOST OF US COULD HARDLY 
BREATHE.THESE INDIANS DISPLAY ASTOUNDING ENDURANCE AS PORTERS, COURIERS OR RUNNING 




ONE NATIVE CARRIED THE MAIL REGULARLY 
EACH WEEK FRO/A CHIHUAHUA CITY TO 
8ATO P/LAS AND RETURN, A ROUND TRIP 
OF 5O0 MILES, PAUSING IN EACH TOWN 
TO REST JUST ONE DAY. 




THEY OFTEN 
HUNT DEER WITH BOW 
AND ARROW, BUT MUCH PREFER RUNNING 
THEM DOWN ON FOOT. 



SOME HAVE BEEN 
KNOWN TO RUN AS 
MUCH AS 170 MILES 
WITHOUT A STOP.. 



OTHERS HAVE 

CARRIED 

HUNDRED-POUND 

PACKS OVER 
THE MOUNTAIN 

PASSES FOR 
SEVERAL DAYS, 

AVERAGING 

MORE THAN 

TWENTY Ml LE5 

A DAY. 




THEIR FAVORITE SPORT IS PUSHBALL .THL=Y PUSH A 
WOODEN CALL OVER A TWELVEittlLE COURSE AND THE 
GAME SOMETIMES LASTS SEVERAL 
DAYS. 




ALTHOUGH THEIR CULTURE IS EXCEED- 
INGLY PRIMITIVE, THEY HAVE DEVELOPED 
ONE REMARKABLE SKILL, THAT OF CARV- 
ING VIOLINS SY USING ONLY A SMALL 
KNIFE. 
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AND THE HORSE THIEVES 




/ 



ALL THE RANCHERS 
ARE AROUSED. 
THERE'S BEEN \ HANK. 
A LOT OF HORSEjTRy TO 
STEALING, r-/ FRAME 
TOMTOi 
HE SOT-OM 
PROOF! 



UGH! BUT THAT NOT 
TRUE! HIA\ HAVE 

SADDLE^ 
BAG? 




AWAKE AW. READY! 
AND'I KNOW WHO 

you are: youra 

THE PAL OF THE 
INDIAN 
HORSE THIEF! 




' I heard all about ths vhay yoUi ) 

i HELPED HIM ESCAPE! . 



YOU'LL TALK PLENTY! YOU1L.TEI.L 
WHERE VOUR INDIAN PAL IS 
HIDING! 8UT, FIRST, DO WHAT 
I SAY OR I'LL START , 

SHOOTIN5] 




I AGREE WITH YOU, 

MISTER, THERE'S 

ONLY ONE WAY 

TO PROVE THAT 

YOUR INDIAN W'TO FIND 

FRIEND 15 NOT J THE REAL 

A HORSE THIEF. )|| THIEF ? 



~THBi5 
YOU'LL 
FOLLOW 
MY PLAN 




HE TCLD A MI6H1Y 6TRAIGHT 

, STORY ABOUT THE H0R5E 

'1I5ALINS. SOMEHOW 1 FEEL 

HE" CAN FIND THE THIEF. 





' HI, WERE, HANK! HERE'S WE CRITTERj ' 
WHO STOLE Ol)R7-rr===T 
HOR5ES!) -"YGREAr WORK, 





HANK AND THE OTHER MEN CAN MAKE A STRONS 
CASE OF HORSE-SIEALIN 1 AGAINST \OU,TONTO' 
THAT MASKED FRIEND OF YOURS 
HAD BETTER ACT FAST ' » ^p~ wp LL ACT 




AFTER THE CLOTHES, I'LL FIX A FAKE 
MUSTACHE. WAT SHOULD DO FOR 
A DISGUISE 




GREAT SCOTT! THAT'S THE HORSE 
WE WERE CHASIN'.' I'VE SOT TO 
GET THE OTHER MEN. 




. NEARLV READY, SILVER. THEN WE'LL 
~ SEE WHAT CAN BE DONE' ABOUT 
EXPOSING THE HORSE 
r-s^g II i' Hf I " .1 THIEF.' 



saw 







I KNOW WHO NO) ARE/ 1 SAW YOU 
RIS6IN' THAT DISGUISE, EVEN 
THOUGH YOUR BACK WAS TONED. 
WRE THE PAL OF THAT INDIAN / 





VOU PROBABLY PUT C. 
HAT DISGUISE SO'SY 
COULD BREAK V 
INDIAN PAL C 
ML! I 




03ME ON, SBER! 5EC0N0S COMT, 
NO* THAT BILL KNOWS THAT THE 
SHERIFF IS ON OUR SIDE. 




HOLD IT! THE LONE RANGER 
WANTED TO WEAR A DISGUISE 
M'TRVTO PROVE THAT 
K/tNK-AND NOT TIE REDSKIN- 
IS THE HORSE THIEF! I . 
PROMISED HIM THE CHANCE! 





MEN,VOU'RE JUST IN TIME! HANK 
HAS ADMITTED THAT HE'S TriE 
HORSE KIEF.' HE THOOSWI WAS 
A BUYER OF THE 3TO.EN HORSES 
AND OFFERED A REFUND " ' 
WOULDN'T EXPOSE H 








AND THE 

(SANG OF COUNTERFEITERS 




THOSE FEUS! COME/ THAT CAVE* 
OUT OF CAVE IN/TMIGHT BEAR 
HILL; — — J ^LOOKING INTO. 



*EU 6TAV HERE TILL WE KNOW THAU 
THE BU5T DESTROYED ALL J- 
D€ EQUIPMENT ( 



"THEY, NECK, LOOK! TWO HORSEMEN 
■tfefe X"**.— t HAVE STOPPED AT THE CAVEV 





^ TONTD, "WIS TUNNEL LEADS TO SOME * 
\ KIND OF CAVERN. A VIELL-LGHTED ONEj 


VJ^P 






l^flj 




S C 




HEV, THE BUST STARTED A LANDSLIDE. U WAL, THEY WON'T NEED - 1 

ITS SOT THE HORSES OF THOSE TWO/lC-<j— r THEIR HORSES , 

WHO ENTERED THE TUNNEL. j-J—j-^ ((LML 2*aB AGAIN. 1 ; 




IT WAS THE LONE I 


/THENTHEV WERE 


RANGER AND HIS ■*>, 


^ BLOWN UP WITH 1 


PAL WHO WENT INTO k 


i AIL OUR < 


THE CAVE JUST 8EFORE/ 


^ 1 COUNTERFEITIN' 1 


^WE BLEW IT Vf^TX. 


MM EQUIPMENT! ) 


-"-N^Tm^MJr^J 


^■'■'■^\ 






J*\ ?_^_rf^ 
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.ME NOT SEE 
SIGN OF 

scout and 

SILVER 



THEY MUST HAVE BEEN 
BURIED [N THE LANDSLIDE 
THAT WAS STARTED BY THE 
EXPLOSION IN THE CAVE) 



HORSES SONE! THAT 100 HIGH 

PRICE TO PAY FOR FINDING 

HIDEOUT OF COUNTERFEITER* 

' GANS! 




WEU..NKK, DID YOU CARRY 

OUT /W ORDERS? _, J- : 

-tl WE SURE DID, BANKER BRENT. 




FELLER COME UP HILL-) 
SND US HERE! j— ' 


DISCOUNT, BOYS, AND FIND THE 
BODIES OF THAT LONE BANGER 




^fW AND THEY'LL FIND THE EVIDENCE A 
fHOF COUNTERFEITING IN THE RUINS 




H3 




■Eli 




> 


SOMEONE MUST'VE LOOSENED 


THAT ROCK! GET YOUR r~\r* 




SUNS OUT! LETS r— ' f ' 




GET TO THE i ' >>•*•> . 




TOP OF r— y ' £"%. 


1 THIS r--' *■- -*.\ l*l\ 


V pit '' J £3&a x \±^ 


•*^- y . ^vlisEa^fc 


> *^_^^pM^r 


kvv^^MMb 




HEM BRENT, HERE COMES THE) 
LONE RANGER ANO THE r-«*- 
SHERIFF.' IF HE'S , 
SUSPICIOUS W 
YOU'RE HEAD MAN 
OF OUR COUNTER -/I I I 



( NON5ENSE , NECK. NO ONE SUSPECT5 
HAT. I SENT FOR THE LONE 
' RANGER BECAUSE I WANTED 
HIM TO REPORT TO ME. IT'S 
I BETTER THAN 
HAVING THE. 
SHERIFF 
SEND FOR 
[HIM! 



I SENT FOR VOU BECAUSE I KNEW THAT ffl| WERE 
40 MIGHT SMASH Tt£ 
COUNTERFEITERS W* 
E 8EEN OPERATING 
AROUND 





{Swf %i ^E'a RETURN, MR. BRENT, AS 
SOJN?2/S00N « *E SET OK HORSES 
N ■ .rt »un ASK TUB UKRWAN WNO 
BROUGHT "WEM IN. 




WE 1 !! BE HOC 

IlL BE WAITING. 




NECK'S HAP PLENTV OF TIME 
B GET HE AMBUSH READY 
AT TiESWIE. HEP BETTER 
MAKE SURE OF WE -< 
LONE RANGER THIS TIME. 1 

7/""" 




SHERIFF.' GUNPLAV /COME ON! 
AT THE LIVER/ k4 * S01TA 
STABLE .'rtBTTj* STOP IT 










"i^i^A 




1 rc * 




% >-3^50 




«wvj 


SBfct 


* >' 4B 





iter&de 



Five days back on the desert, Little 
Man had left his dead horse. His moc- 
casins were wprn out, but his spirit was 
not — nor was his anger at the White 
Soldiers who had set him afoot. 

It was not exactly a personal anger. 
There was war between the White Sol- 
diers and Little Man's people ("THE 
people" they called themselves, these 
proud, canyon-dwelling, warlike Nava- 
jos). Little Man, acting as scout for 
his crowd, had fired six arrows at the 
cavalry troop from ambush, and then 
fled — to draw the Whites off on a use- 
less chase. 

The trick had worked. Little Mon's 
friends had escaped, but his horse had 
been killed. And in his anger the six- 
teen-year-old Navajo had vowed to 
steal at least one White Soldier's horse 
to pay for it! 

Thunder rumbled in the distance. A 
bright fork of lightning ripped the 
belly of a black cloud. A rainstorm was 
sweeping over the prairie. It would 
probably wipe out the plain horse 
tracks that Little Man had been follow- 
ing. It might slow up his trailing so 
that he would lose the White Soldiers 
entirely. 

Little Man quickened his stride to 
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the top of the next rise. Better to wait 
out the wet misery of the storm on a 
hilltop than in o flooded flat! 

At the top of the rise he stopped, 
catching his breath in surprise. The 
next instant he was flat on his stomach 
behind a sage bush, peering down at 
THE WHITE SOLDIER'S CAMP! 

It was not just an overnight camp, 
but a well established one, with rows of 
tents making a "company street." The 
horses on the picket line, the wagons, 
the flag atop its staff — all were placed 
with military order and exactness. But 
the approaching storm had stirred 
things up. Men were running here and 
there, covering baggage, fastening 
tent flaps, moving wagons to higher 
ground. 

With a roar the raincloud burst. 
Dust spurted up from the pelting blows 
of the first big drops. From the earth a 
heavy, sweetish smell arose. The camp 
was hidden from Little Man by a gray 
curtain of rain. 

An hour later it was all over. Hotter 
than ever, the sun popped out from the 
.deporting clouds. But it was getting 
low in the west. Before it had time to 
dry up all the puddles, darkness would 
swallow it up. 



Little Man watched the camp come 
to life. At sundown he watched the 
White Soldiers line up facing their flag, 
while the bugler played "Evening 
Colors." Returning to his tent, the 
Chief of the White Soldiers stumbled 
and fell flat in a big puddle that he had 
fried to step around. Little Man laugh- 
ed silently at that. 

He chuckled again as he saw the 
Captain's "striker' hang his muddied 
uniform ouf on a line to dry. And then 
a daring idea struck him hard. It took 
his breath away! It was so simple — 
and yet so dangerous! But Little Man 
knew .that he was going to try it, what- 
ever happened. 

Before it was yet quite dark, Little 
Man began worming his way down the 
hill. He was covered with mud — so 
much the color of the ground as to be 
invisible unless a sharp eye should 
catch his cautious movement. He 
crawled form sage bush to sage bush, 
until he reached the rear of the cook 
tent. Lifting the canvas wall, he crept 
inside. 

Little Man had eaten nothing since 
that morning. His nose, sniffing the 
warm, fragrant odors in the tent's 
darkness told him of foods strange to 
the Navajo. His fingers found cold 
cooked beans, bacon, biscuits, molas- 
ses — and carried them to his mouth. 
Little Man ate until he could hold no 
more. 



Then, he stole outside again, into 
the mud, and night. 

A light burned and voices grumbled 
in the Captain's tent. They covered any 
small sounds that Little Man made. 
Very quickly, he took the Coptain's 
muddy uniform off the clothesline and 
put it on — the pants backward! 

The hat was an easy fit. The boots 
were another matter. A size too small, 
they cramped Little Man's toes cruelly. 
But he got them on. The boats were 
necessary . . . ond a Navajo at sixteen 
has learned to ignore pain. 

With a clever imitation of the Cap- 
tain's strut, Little Man moved toward 
the picket line. Everything had been 
child's play up to this point. Now would 
come the big test, the real danger. 

IN THE DARKNESS COULD HE 
FOOL THE HORSE GUARD? 

The sentry's form bulked black in 
the starlight. Already he had spotted 
Little Man's approach. 

"Who goes — ?" his challenge broke 
off, as he recognized the outline of his 
commanding officer's hat — the famil- 
iar, stiff gait. "Oh, the Captain!" he 
exclaimed, saluting smartly. 

Little Man was ready for this. He 
had noted the Captain's hoarse cough 
after he fell into the mud puddle that 
afternoon. Evidently the officer had a 
hard cold. 

Little Man raised one hand to his 
mouth. With his other arm he imitated 





exactly the Captain's stiff gesture of 
command. 

, " Ha rr-RUM PH !" he grunted in a 
voice of muffled authority. "Urrah 
umph arr-raunk!" 

Little Man was a barn mimic. His 
copy of the officer's tone was perfect. 
His pointing arm gave clear meaning 
to his wordless grunts. 

"Uh — the Captain wants me to re- 
port to the sergeant at once?" gasped 
the surprised sentry. 

"Ah-HUNK!" coughed Little Man. 

"Yes, sir! Immediately, sir!" the 
trooper replied, saluting again. Turn- 
ing on his heel, he squish-squished 
away through the mud. 

■ Little Man worked fast. In a matter 
of seconds he had freed ten of the troop 
horses' — not one of them a horse ta 
suit his critical taste. But the more 
horses he could turn loose the better. . . 

Suddenly his eye caught the toss 
of o high, cleon-cut head against 
the starlight. Hah! THAT was the 
horse for him! 

In two breaths he had reached the 
side of a tall bay stallion— doubtless 
the White Chief's own mount. But the 
Indian scent and the silent, shadowy 
figure "spooked" the bay. Little Man 
dodged a kick, grasped the mane on 
the "White Man's side" (the left) and 
swung up. 

Shouts of alarm brake out. The 



Coptoin's voice barked hoarsely. The 
surprised men were running toward the. 
picket line. 

Little Man pressed the sleek neck 
beneath his hand. The stallion whirled; 
following the stampeding loose horses. 
Little Man lay flatter on his back as a 
bullet sang close. Then he was clean 
away, out of sight in the enveloping 
darkness. 

"EEEEEE-yah-yah-yah-yah-yah !" the 
boy's taunting war whoop rang out 
across the prairie. Thin and clear, a 
bugle call cut through the thunder of 
galloping hoofs. Never guessing that a 
single daring youngster had raided 
their picket line, the troopers were pre- 
paring for on attack! 

Little Man laughed and whooped 
again for the very joy of living. He had 
done it! He had accomplished the 
impossible. He had struck hard at the 
White Chief's pride. He had humbled 
the Wriite Soldiers. YAW-TAY! 

Yes, it would be very good to ride 
home in triumph as a great warrior 
with the White Chief's muddy clothes 
in a bundle and the Chief's own 
thoroughbred mount between his 
knees. What o story to tell at the war- 
rior's council fire! What a brag he 
could make when he next met pretty 
Bah Chee, the daughter of Walking 
Man, under the peach trees of their 
home conyon! YAW-TAY! 
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orsee! still the/ojme, like 

awic6., wide river •- -as ifth6v 




THE WOLVES REACHED 
HERTHHOATANDHILLEP 
HER BEFORE WE COULD KILL 
THEM. -WHVAREWXJ 
TAWN&A10R&/WEAT? 
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Hi-ho, Silver, Away I 

' We've got to be on our way ... we 
must tell all our friends about thai? 
wonderful new gifts! 



Read this 
exciting news 

ft-AO direCt 

"Ct? from the 

LONE RANGER 

Splendid membership emblem and attrac 
"fe^ five membership certificate GIVEN 
^ AWAY with every subscription to 
The Lone Ranger 
Comics 





Now! It's DOUBLE fun to read 
the Lone Ranger regularly! 

You will get your full share of breathtaking 
thrills when you join this feerlew fighter for 
right and juitice on his quid -moving ad- 
venture trips, you'll admire Silver, his fast 
horse, and Tonto, hii Indian fiiendl They 
are a team that cannot lose . . . And you 
too cannot lose if you accept this invitation: 
Subscribe to THE LONE RANGER for one year 
and get 1! action -packed issues for just S1.00. 
You also get FREE — your emblem and membership 
certificate. 



Kids! Be imartl 

Everybody likes then 

beautiful gifts! They wil 

be gone soon! Send you 

sy— while th. 

ipply lastsl 



Yours FREE . . . 

COLORFUL MEMBERSHIP CERTIFICATE! 

It's pictured below! But you've got to lee it for 
yourself! I< 



•sol ALU Dell Comics favor- 



e "4 in, f r ur ' r,ends < \l^ 



I DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 
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